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ADVERTISEMENT, 


The  following  Discourse  is  not  published  with  a  view  of  obtaining, 
applause,  which  I  am  conscious  it  does  not,  merit;  but  simply  at  the  re- 
quest of  those  relatives  and  friends  whose  wishes  are  imperative. 

It  was  written  in  the  intervals  of  hours  of  sickness  ;  which  prevented 
much  method  or  accuracy.  A  desire  to  express  aU  the  ideas  that  sug- 
gested themselves,  led  to  prolixity  and  repetition.  I  had  no  time  to  make 
it  shorter.  I  am  aware  of  much  verbiage  and  redundance  ;  and  digres- 
sions from  the  main  design  ;  in  which,  perhaps,  the  thread  of  the  dis- 
course is  scarcely  discernible.  But  I  have  printed  it  strictly  as  it  was 
delivered,  since  if  the  task  of  correction  had  been  undertaken,  it  would 
have  led  to  the  formation  of  an  entirely  new  sermon. 

The  nature  of  the  subject  precluded  any  thing  in  the  shape  of  argu- 
ment. I  am  sensible  that  it  has  led  me  into  much  wire-drawn  sentiment ; 
nay,  into  unprofitable  declamation. 

I  make  these  admissions  in  justice  to  myself,  and  in  order  to  anticipate 
the  criticism  of  those  whose  business  it  is  to  enlighten  the  public. 

R.  y.  D 

New-York,  June  14th,  1825. 


SERMON. 


PSALM  XXXV.  14. 
?'  I  bowed  down  heavily,  as  one  that  mournethfor  his  mother.^ 

There  is  no  tie  which  Death,  the  great  Destrojer,  severs  fop 
ever  upon  earth,  more  endearing  in  its  intimacy — more  holy  in  its 
nature — more  remediless  in  its  dissolution,  than  that  which  binds 
children  to  an  affectionate  mother.  It  is  when  that  loss  is  felt — 
when  the  full  sensation  of  the  bereavement  first  comes  home  to  the 
bosom  of  the  mourner — when  the  voice  that  from  childhood  sound- 
ed so  sweetly  in  the  ear,  is  hushed  for  ever  in  the  grave — uhen  the 
eye  of  love  is  dull,  and  glazed  in  the  stillness  of  apathy — when  the 
lineaments  stamped  upon  the  heart,  with  all  its  most  hallowed  associ- 
ations, are  fixed  and  inexpressive,  and  have  become  as  the  clods  of 
the  valley — it  is  then  that  the  heart-stjricken  mourner  realizes  the 
dreariness — the  solitude — the  agony  of  his  deprivation. 

Unmindful  of  the  frail  tenure  of  human  existence,  we  float  along 
the  current  of  time,  annoyed  and  wearied  with  the  cares  that  inter- 
cept us  in  our  passage;  heedless  of  the  blessings  God  has  provided 
for  us,  in  the  tender  attachment  of  a  friend  that  cannot  forget  us  j 
until  the  blow  falls,  that  deprives  us  of  our  best  earthly  comforter  j 
and  we  pass  onward  forsaken  and  alone.  It  is  then  that  the  tear 
will  start  afresh,  and  the  sigh  break  from  the  heart,  as  we  pause  by 
every  spot  which  her  society  has  linked  with  memory — every  well 
known  and  well-loved  scene  where  childhood  sported,  or  where,  in 
advancing  years,  her  presence  encouraged  and  cheered  the  develope- 
ment  of  intellect  or  feeling — consoled  in  suffering,  or  rebuked,  by  its 
mild  and  saddened  expression,  deviations  from  duty  or  excess  of 
passion.  Her  spirit  seems  yet  to  linger  in  those  scenes,  and  a  silent 
voice  speaks  from  them  to  the  heart. 

But  alas!  "  the  spirit  is  not  there !" — nor  does  the  form  we  loved 
best  on  earth,  dwell  longer  within  those  precincts.     The  one  has 
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g*me  to  God  who  gave  it — the  other  reposes  on  its  cold  pillow,  in  a 
slumber  so  profound,  that  it  will  be  waked  only  by  the  trump  of  the 
Archangel  !  Faithful  memory  will  recall  that  consecrated  image  5 
and  in  the  silence  of  the  night  it  may  stand  before  the  dreaming  eye, 
jn  some  sadly  pleasing,  "  phantom  peopled"  vision  ; — the  voice  of 
imagination  may  summon  that  form  from  its  sepulchred  repose,  and 
her  gentle  hand  may  disrobe  it  of  the  pale  shroud  and  the  faded 
colour  of  the  grave,  and  present  it  to  the  enraptured  eye  in  the 
freshness  of  life,  and  the  brightness  of  beauty  : — but  no  more  on 
earth  can  we  hold  communion  with  that  which  we  loved  so  well,  and 
for  which  we  sorrowed  so  deeply.  The  bereaved  heart  asks  of  the 
solitudes — "  Where  is  she  ?" — and  the  empty  echo  answers — ■ 
«  Where  ?"— 

Therefore  it  is  that  the  sweet  singer  of  Israel,  in  the  verse  from 
which  our  text  is  taken,  speaks  of  the  loss  of  maternal  care  and 
tenderness,  as  the  climax  of  affliction,  and  the  regret  consequent 
upon  that  loss,  as  the  profoundest  of  sorrows.  "  I  behaved  my- 
self," says  be,  "  as  though  he  had  been  my  friend  or  brother ;  I 
bowed  down  heavily,  as  one  that  raourneth  for  his  mother." 

I  have  selected  this  passage,  as  appropriate  to  the  subject  on 
vhjch  I  am  called  to  address  you.  Let  us  dwell  for  a  mornent  on 
the  context ;  and  here  I  shall  make  but  one  remark.  The  seem^ 
ingly  vindictive  spirit  and  tone  of  persecution,  which  occasionally 
appear  to  breathe  through  the  Psalms  of  David,  have  not  only  been 
used  as  an  argument  against  Revelation,  by  the  opponents  of  Chris- 
tianity, but  have  perplexed  many  others,  who  would  have  revolted 
from  the  thought  of  denying  the  authenticity  of  the  oracles  of  God. 
But  it  must  be  remembered,  that  passages  of  this  kind,  which  im- 
precate the  vengeance  of  heaven  on  the  enemies  of  Israel,  are 
prophetic  in  their  nature,  and  point  to  the  future  dealings  of  the 
Almighty  with  the  foes  of  His  church.  The  feelings  displayed  in 
the  Psalm  from  which  our  text  is  selected,  lead  us  to  exculpate  the 
royal  sufferer  from  aught  approaching  to  malice  or  revenge.  They 
savour  not  of  the  Pagan  principle  of  retaliation,  hut  breathe  the 
spirit  of  that  pure  and  long-suffering  philanthropy,  which  Jesus 
Christ  evangelized,  as  the  corner  stone  of  Christian  morality — ■ 
'^^  Love  your  enemies."    Had  not  the  enemies  of  David  persecuted 


him,  until  the  provocation  became  too  intense  for  mere  human  nti- 
ture  to  suffer  and  endure? — They  had  brought  against  him  the  most 
odious  charges;  they  had  returned  evil  for  good  ;  and  in  his  adver- 
sity they  had  triumphed  over  him.  And  yet  what  says  the  Psalm- 
ist ?  "  As  for  me,  when  they  were  sick,  my  clothing  was  sackloth  : 
I  humbled  ray  soul  with  fasting;  and  my  prayer  returned  into  my 
own  bosom.  I  behaved  myself  as  though  he  had  been  my  Aiend 
or  brother;  I  bowed  down  heavily  as  one  that  mourneth  for  his 
mother."  Let  it  not  therefore  be  supposed  that  the  spirit  of  malice 
and  of  hatred  rankled  in  a  bosom,  fraught,  like  the  Psalmist's,  with 
the  purest  and  sublimest  ardour  for  the  cause  of  the  living  God,  and 
the  advancement  of  His  kingdom — with  the  loftiest  conceptions  of 
His  attributes  of  love  and  mercy — and  with  that  holy  and  poetic 
spirit  of  devotion,  whose  aspirations  have,  in  all  subsequent  ages, 
lifted  the  soul  from  earth  to  the  throne  of  Jehovah,  while  "  angels 
leaned  from  heaven  to  hear."  No — my  brethren,  such  venomous 
scions  grew  not  on  the  trunk,  from  whose  root  that  vine  was  to 
spring  which  is  now  overspieading  the  nations;  whose  strength  is 
nourished  by  the  blood  of  a  Saviour;  whose  droppings  are  the 
dews  of  heaven  ;  and  whose  shadow  is  the  shelter  of  Omnipotence? 

To  return  to  our  text  itself :  it  intimates  that  the  death  of  a  mo- 
ther awakens  a  sorrow  peculiar  in  its  kind,  and  pre-eminent  in  its 
degree.  I  feel  it  myself,  brethren,  peculiarly  suited  to  the  circum- 
stances in  which  I  stand  before  you. 

It  is  now  several  years,  since  it  pleased  Almighty  God  to  remove 
Hiy  own  mother  from  her  family  and  fiiends.  The  tears  of  the 
pious  and  the  good  have  been  shed  over  her  ashes.  She  was  taken 
in  the  midway  point  of  the  journey  of  this  our  life,  to  another  and 
a  better  world — where  the  wicked  cease  from  troubling,  and  where 
the  weary  are  at  rest.  My  private  sorrows  are  not  to  be  obtruded 
«pon  your  sympathies :  but,  in  the  prosecution-  of  my  discourse, 
these  remembrances  are  unavoidably  awakened.  Since  that  depri- 
vation, the  mother  of  my  best  and  dearest  friend  has  been  indeed  a 
mother  to  her  son.  Blessed  be  God  that  not  only  in  the  void  of 
feeling  which  his  heaviest  dispensation  created,  I  was  enabled  to- 
oling to  that  second  mother,  by  transferring  to  her  all  the  warmth 
and  strength  of  filial  affection;  but  that,  when  it  pleased  him  tty 


Awaken  in  ndy  then  young  and  darkened  and  deluded  mind,  a  sense 
of  the  needfulness  of  a  yet  higher  and  happier  love,  which  neither 
circumstance  nor  time  can  destroy,  I  found  in  her,  an  aged  and  hum- 
ble servant  of  the  Lord  Jesus — an  adviser  and  a  friend  in  that  which 
alone  is  of  true  value  and  importance — one  who  could  pray  for  me 
and  with  me.  In  the  fulness  of  her  days,  she  too  has  gone  to  ex-= 
perience  the  fulfilment  of  her  hopej  and  to  receive  the  reward  of  her 
faith  and  constancy.  She  fell  as  "a  shock  of  corn  that  is  ripe  for 
the  harvest."  Death  had  no  power  to  affright  or  surprise  her.  She 
passed  tranquilly,  with  but  one  lingering  look  on  those  she  left  be= 
hindj  to  rejoin  those  who  had  gone  before  her. 

The  grief  that  pours  its  lament  over  her  hallowed  grave  must 
heeds  be  deep  and  overpowering.  When  we  have  seen  leaf  after 
leaf  once  cherished  and  green,  drop  from  the  tree  ofJife — when  we 
have  felt  tie  after  tie  disentwined  from  the  heart,  till  it  is  like  the  ru- 
ined shrine  of  the  desert,  solitary  and  cold— when  the  eye  hath  again 
and  again  beheld  the  coffin  slowly  descending  into  its  narrow  cell— it 
might  be  deemed  that  habit  would  render  the  heart  insensate  to  its 
bereavements,  and  that  the  fountains  of  sorrow  would  be  exhausted. 
It  is  not  so.  Feelings  may  alter,  and  passions  may  die,  amidst  the 
engrossing  and  selfish  occupations  of  life  :  but  that  affection  which 
bends  over  the  grave  of  love,  is  unalterable  and  eternal.  Pride 
may  bend  his  haughty  head — Ambition  may  close  his  eagle  eye— 
and  Honour  may  swerve  from  his  straight  path but  the  affec- 
tion that  vibrates  from  heart  to  heart,  in  the  connexion  between  pa- 
rent and  child,  can  never  fade.  It  is  as  strong — and  firm — and  en= 
during  as  the  monumental  marble  by  which  it  lingers  and  weeps. 
With  such  feelings  of  chastened  sorrow  must  I  ever  remember  her 
whose  loss  we  mourn.  At  the  day  of  final  judgment,  ma>  my  lot  be 
Cast  with  hers !  She  was  indeed  to  me  a  second  mother  :  and  in  con= 
Sideringthe  different  points  of  view,  in  which  the  death  of  a  mother  is 
calculated  to  excite  such  deep  and  fervent  regrets,  I  can  but  speak 
what  I  feel. 

I.  In  the  first  place,  then,  the  heart  bows  down  heavily  for  the 
loss  of  a  mother,  on  account  of  the  deprivation  of  that  tender  re- 
gard  and  grateful  sympathy,  which  the  attachment  of  no  other 
friend  can  replace.    With  none  to  love,  and  none  to  love  us,  who 


tould  endure  the  load  of  this  painful  existence  ?    The  afifectation  of 
^   the  sour  philosopher — the  hypocrisy  or  fanaticism  of  the  self-exiled 
eremite — the  misanthropy  of  the  world-worn   and  world   rejected 
asceticj  are  but  proofs  of  the  social  tendency  of  our  nature.     It  is 
the  want  of  having  their  affections  twined  around  and  embraced  by 
some  other  object,  which  makes  them  what  they  are — the  libellers 
of  their  species  in  profession  or  in  practice.     The  thought  of  being 
beloved  by  any  being,  is  refreshing  and  soothing  to  the  soul.     The 
value  of  that  love  depends  on  its  sincerity — its  strength — its  sacrifi- 
ces— and  the  worth  of  him  who  feels  it.    What  love,  then,  is  like  that 
of  a  mother  ? — The  God  of  Nature  has  implanted  it  in  her  bosom, 
even  before  the  object  of  its  regard  is  conscious  of  its  influence. 
"  Can  a  woman  forget  her  sucking  child,  that  she  should  not  have 
compassion  on  the  son  of  her  womb  ?"  Ah  no  !  All  the  pangs  and 
anxieties  she  has  felt  fiom  feeble  infancy  to  expanding  youth,  when 
the  hosts  of  sin  and  the  temptations  of  the  world  beset  her  offspring, 
are  but  so  many  links  which  bind  her  yet  closer  to  the  child  of  her 
heart.     What  other  friend  has  watched  like  her,  over  the  helpless 
and  uneasy  hours  of  sickness — borne  with  its  petulance — ministered 
to  its  infirmities — soothed  its  pains — and  smoothed  its  feverish  pil- 
low ?  Where  are  the  friends  of  our  prosperity,  when  the  "evil  days 
Gome,  and  the  years  draw  nigh,  in  which  we  must  say — we  have  no 
pleasure  in  them  ?"  When  the  clouds  of  misfortune  descend,  and 
poverty  and  want  overtake  us — when  the  heart  is  sick  with  the  uu- 
fulfilment  of  hope,  and  the  spirit  droops  over  its  blasted  expectations 
— when  the  cup  of  life  is  empoisoned  by  mischance  or  guile — whea 
the  storm  hath  no  rainbow  and  the  midnight  hath  no  star — where 
then  are  the  flatterers  of  our  cloudless  skies  and  our  sun-bright 
hours  ?  When  the  schemes  of  earthly  ambition  fail,  and  the  hiss  of 
the  multitude  follows  our  downfall — whither  have  they  departed  ? 
Where  is  the  shadow  that  attended  us,  when  the  sun  has  veiled  his 
beams  ?  Where  are  the  summer-birds,  when  the  voice  of  winter 
sighs  in  the  leafless  forests  ?  Alas  !  it  is   but  interest — or  conveni- 
ence— or  habit— or  fashion — that  preserves  the  fiiendship  of  man- 
kind.    If  we  apply  the  test  to  their  sincerity,   how  often  will  we 
find  them  true  to  their  former  professions  ?  Their  affection,  even  if 
uadissembled,  is  fickle  and  changeable ;  for  their  interests  are  di» 
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terse  from  ours  ;  their  plans  of  aggrandizement,  or  their  views  of 
gratification  may  clash  with  our  own ;  and  then  farewell  to  confi- 
dence and  kindness!  Where  are  the  friends  of  this  world,  when  the 
mouth  of  calumny  has  breathed  mildew  and  pestilence  over  the 
promise  of  our  growing  reputation  ? — Where  are  theij^  when  the 
taint  of  worldly  dishonour  has  fallen  on  our  heads,  and  shame, 
whether  deserved  or  not,  has  pointed  us  out  for  scorn  and  mockery  ? 
They  have  gone  to  worship  the  rising  sun ;  and  left  perhaps  their 
former  benefactor  to  pine  in  gloomy  solitude  over  their  ingratitude^ 
and  to  feel  the  biting  memory  of  "  benefits  forgot." 

"  For  what  is  friendship  but  a  name, 

A  charm  that  lulls  to  sleep ; 
A  shade  that  follows  wealth  or  fame, 

Then  leaves  the  wretch  to  weep." 

iiut  the  attachment  of  a  mother,  no  change  of  fortune — no  Joss  of 
intiuence^-not  even  the  loss  of  character  can  destroy.  As  the  trr- 
umph  of  her  children  is  her  own,  so  is  their  downfal,  and  so  is  their 
dishonour.  Her  heart  bleeds  for  them  instinctively  ;  her  tears  flow 
unbidden  for  their  sorrows.  Her  eye  follows  them  while  present, 
and  her  soul  goes  with  them  while  absent.  With  patience  that  never 
tires,  and  self-denial  that  never  ceases,  she  cheerfully  sacrifices  for 
them  her  own  comforts  and  pleasures.  Her  sympathy  is  felt — not 
obtruded;  her  consolation  is  never  officious,  and  always  soothing 
to  the  spirit  ;  her  friendship  is  unalterable  in  life  and  strong  in 
death — and  she  breathes  her  last  sigh  in  a  prayer  for  the  welfare  of 
her  children. 

II.  The  loss  of  a  mother's  assistance  diX\A  constant  attention  et- 
ches the  regret  which  the  Psalmist  speaks  of  as  so  profound  — What 
other  cares  are  like  those  of  a  mother?  Who  from  our  infant  lips 
watched  the  first  articulate  expression  of  thought,  and  hailed  with 
rapture  the  earliest  sound  which  addressed  her  by  the  endearing 
name  of  "Mother?"  Who  first  taught  us  to  distinguish  the  marks 
of  sound — the  characters  in  which  are  embodied  the  history  of  past 
times  and  the  revelation  of  God?  Who  clothed  and  nursed,  and 
ministered  unto  us,  in  all  our  wants,  and  laboured,  throueh  privation 
and  suffering,  for  our  comfort,  and  enjoyment? — "  Her  candle  goeth 


mot  out  by  night;  she  maketh  fine  linen  and  selleth  it.  Shelooketk 
well  to  the  ways  of  her  household,  and  eateth  not  the  bread  of  idle- 
ness."  Her  solicitude  for  all  the  temporal  wants  of  her  children 

ceases  only  with  her  existence;  and  her  joy  in  their  prosperity — - 
her  anxiety  for  their  welfare,  brightens  or  embitters  the  reflections 
of  the  hour,  when  her  soul  is  passing  away  from  its  earthly  cares  and 
loves  for  ever.  '•  But  when  her  breath  goeth  forth,  she  returns  to 
her  earth  ;  and  in  that  day  her  thoughts  perish ;  neither  hath  she 
any  nioie  a  part  in  any  thing  that  is  done  under  the  sun."  A  moral 
desolation  broods  over  the  dwelling  in  which  she  once  presided. 
The  vigilant  eye— the  careful  hand  is  there  no  longer.  The  stran- 
ger and  the  hireling  cannot  supply  her  place.  These  things,  limej 
the  restorer  as  well  as  the  destroyer,  may  soon  alleviate ;  and  habit 
may  render  the  change  unnoticed.  But  neither  time,  with  his  steady 
and  noiseless  step,  gliding  onward  and  onward  to  the  bourne  of  his 
career — nor  habit,  which  renders  endurable  even  the  labour  of  the 
captive  and  the  slave,  can  obliterate  the  remembrance  of  all  that  a 
mother  once  was,  or  check  the  sigh  that  asks  for  her  present  assist- 
ance.  Troubles  inextricable  may  beset  us  ;— neglect  may  consign 
us  to  that  seclusion,  whose  gloom,  to  the  mere  unregenerate  heart 
is  more  fearful  than  the  darkness  of  the  valley  of  the  shadow  of 
death  : — but  where  is  the  voice  that  should  encourage  us  to  perse- 
vering and  commanding  fortitude,  or  console  us  with  the  precepts  of 
heavenly  wisdom  ?  That  voice  need  not  once  have  been  heard 
aloud: — the  consciousness  that  she  lived  and  sympathized  with  our 
sorrows  was  an  impulse  to  the  generous  spirit,  which  resisted  des- 
pair and  overcame  accumulated  obstacles.  But  now  that  conscious- 
ness is  wanting,  and  the  expression  of  her  sympathy  is  heard  no 
more.  Well  may  the  mourner  exclaim  with  the  poet,  when  gazing 
on  some  pictured  image  of  her  once  revered  and  cherished  features— 

"  Oh  that  those  lips  had  language !  Life  has  pass'd 
^'  With  me  but  roughly  since  I  heard  thee  last." 

Remembrance  hovers  over  every  incident,  in  those  calm  and  blissfui 
days,  when  her  presence  gave  life  its  charm  : — that  aftection  which 
turned  aside  the  arrows  of  misfortune — that  gentleness  which  alle- 
viated the  pangs  of  distress — that  tenderness  which  smoothed  the 
pillow  of  sickness — that  hand  which  held  the  aching  head  of  pain — ? 
that  piety  and  that  sanctity  which  kindled  in  our  heart  the  pure  flame 
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af  devotion — those  smiles  which  beamed  upon  us,  and  ever  the 
brightest  when  the  world  was  frowning — and  that  unalterable  love 
which  supported  us  amidst  its  unkindness  and  ingratitude — can  these 
ever  be  forgotten  ? — Can  we  call  to  mind  without  deep  emotion  the 
scenes  of  the  death  chamber  ? — the  beloved  face  fast  fading  at  the 
touch  of  dissolution — the  fond  farewel— the  fervent  prayer  for  us 
which  ceased  but  with  parting  life  ? — Callous  and  hardened  must  be 
the  heart  of  that  child,  who  can  behold  without  powerful  emotion 
the  memorials  of  a  deceased  parent.  No  ! — the  heart  must  swellj 
and  the  eye  must  weep,  when  we  visit  that  closet  where  we  conversed 
with  God  together,  and  find  it  the  abode  of  solitude  and  desolation 
of  heart — when  we  look  on  the  days  that  are  to  come,  and  behold 
the  dark  current  of  existence  strewed  with  the  wreck  of  our  broken 
hopes  and  ruined  schemes;  and  feel  that  we  must  travel  in  loneli' 
ness  along  the  path-way  of  being,  bereft  of  those  who,  by  sharing, 
heightened  our  pleasures  j — and  who,  by  dividing,  alleviated  our 
sorrows. 

III.  The  loss  of  a  mother's  counsel  is  equally  great  and  irrepa» 
rable.  When  young  and  new  to  the  world  and  the  deceits  of  the 
heart,  chasing  every  phantom  which  imagination  or  passion  conjures 
up,  no  other  counsellor  can,  like  her,  warn  us  of  the  vanity  and 
danger  of  the  pursuit.  Her  lessons  are  prompted  by  the  purest  af- 
fection. She  has  known  from  infancy  the  disposition  of  her  child  j 
and  the  tone  of  her  advice  excites  no  distrust  or  aversion.  In  her 
we  can  safely  repose  our  confidence ;  to  her  declare  our  weaknesses, 
and  entrust  our  hopes  and  fears.  And  alas  !  when  the  voice  of  her 
counsel  is  silent  forever,  how  often  do  we  recall  with  painful  contri- 
tion, the  occasions  on  which  it  was  slighted  or  forgotten.  From  the 
follies  and  the  crimes,  for  the  commission  and  consequences  of  which 
the  blush  of  shame  yet  kindles,  and  the  tear  of  pentinence  falls,  she 
warned  us  with  earnest  and  repeated,  but  ineffectual  cautions.  From 
the  companions  whose  perfidy  has  betrayed,  or  whose  bad  example 
has  ensnared  us,  her  expostulations  would  have  guarded  and  pre- 
served us.  Bitter  must  be  recollections  like  these,  when  we  hold 
communion  with  our  hearts;  recall  the  days  that  have  gone  by ;  and 
lament,  with  late  repentance,  our  blindness  and  infatuation. 
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IV.  The  loss  of  a  pious  mother's  example  and  precepts  makes 
the  heart  of  an  affectionate  child  mourn  deeply  for  her  departure. 
She  first  taught  us  the  being  of  God  ;  His  moral  law;  and  the  bet- 
ter hope  which  is  set  before  us,  through  the  merits  and  atonement  of 
His  Son,  our  Redeemer.  By  her,  our  earliest  half-ariiculaie  petitions 
to  heaven  were  formed,  and  the  cardinal  principles  of  religion  were 
inculcated,  in  those  tender  years,  when  impressions  once  fixed  are 
scarcely  ever  after  effaceable.  In  the  full  career  of  iniquity — in  the 
midst  of  riot,  profligacy  and  blasphemy, — the  thoughts  of  God,  of 
judgment,  and  of  hell,  which  had  been  strongly  enforced  on  the  yet 
uncorrupted  heart,  will  recur  and  awaken  the  voice  of  conscience. 
And  when  the  lips  that  then  instructed  us  are  cold  in  death,  the 
truths  of  revelation  which  a  mother  taught  us,  and  the  revered  ex- 
ample of  her  Christian  practice,  which  haunts  the  memory  like 
some  pensive  and  holy  spirit,  are  ever  strong  guards  against  the  ar- 
guments of  infidelity,  and  the  scoffs  of  unbelievers. 

She  is  the  most  engaging  teacher  of  devotion.  The  sweetness  of 
her  manner  makes  acceptable  the  truths  of  revelation,  which  il  is 
hard  for  fallen  nature  to  receive;  which  humble  the  pride  of  man 
and  teach  him  his  dependence  and  his  nothingness :  and  the  habit 
of  obedience,  and  of  yielding  implicit  credit  to  her  in  all  things,  in 
yeaf  s  of  simplicity  and  innocence,  impresses  deeply  on  the  heart  and 
the  memory  the  lessons  of  eternal  truth. 

To  the  influence  of  a  mother's  piety,  worthies  and  saints  in  holy 
writ,  as  well  under  the  Old  as  the  New  Dispensation,  have  borne 
theij  united  testimony.  And  since  their  day,  how  many  memorable 
instances  are  on  record,  of  great  and  good  and  wise  men,  wiiose 
course  of  life  fulfilled  the  fondest  hopes  parental  affection  had  cher- 
ished, and  whose  example  and  labours  are  the  inheritance  of  all 
succeeding  generations, — who  have  expressed  the  large  amount  of 
their  d^t  of  gratitude  to  a  sincerely  Christian  Mother.  Hf  r  pray- 
ers with  them,  and  for  them,  were  effectual.  They  saw  the  strength 
and  power  of  her  devotion ;  and  even  in  their  tenderest  years,  "  their 
heart  and  their  flesh  cried  out  for  the  living  God." 

Of  the  sincerity  of  a  mother's  piety,  we  can  judge  with  certainty  j 
for  her  example  is  ever  before  us.     Of  that  of  others,  however 
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liighly  commended  by  the  world,  or  however  correct  their  external 
deportment,  we  can  form  only  an  imperfect  estimate.  But  that  do- 
mestic virtue  which  is  animated  and  adorned  by  religion — that  joa- 
iient  virtue  which  has  borne  meekly  with  all  its  trials,  in  which  we 
too  were  involved — that  triumphant  virtue  which  has  fought  the 
good  fight  and  finished  its  course  rejoicing,  has  been  ever  before 
our  eyes,  and  we  know  that  in  it  there  is  no  guile. 

But  that  mother  has  departed  at  the  summons  of  the  Angel  of 
Death  !  No  more  shall  we  behold  her,  moving  like  a  benignant 
spirit  in  works  of  charity  and  mercy.  No  more  shall  her  blessing 
go  with  us  to  our  couch  of  rest,  or  attend  us  in  all  our  wanderings 
from  the  domestic  hearth.  No  more  shall  we  kneel  with  her  at  the 
throne  of  grace,  in  her  family  devotions  or  in  the  temple  of  God ! 
Here  is  the  seat  where  she  was  wont  to  pour  forth  her  counsels,  or 
read  the  sacred  oracles — But  it  is  vacant  now  !  Here  is  her  Bible, 
whose  sacred  treasures  she  was  wont  to  point  out  for  our  instruction  5 
and  over  which,  in  her  solitary  meditations,  so  many  tears  of  affec- 
tion for  us  have  fallen ;  so  many  prayers  for  us  been  breathed.  But 
her  eyes  shall  rest  on  it  no  more.  She  has  gone  to  that  land  of  prO'? 
mise  to  which  its  instructions  lead,  and  which  the  Covenant  it  holds 
forth,  secures. 

I  have  thus  faintly  sketched  some  of  the  causes  why  the  loss  of 
a  Christian  Mother  is  to  be  considered  one  of  the  heaviest  of  earthly 
calamities.  It  is  not  for  me  to  dwell  on  their  applicability  to  my 
own  feelings  on  this  occasion.  But  in  referring  to  the  character  of 
an  aged  member  of  this  church,  who  has  so  lately  been  called  away, 
I  may  speak  of  her,  to  you  who  have  known  her,  as  of  a  Mother  iij 
Israel. 

Mary  Hoffman,  to  whose  beloved  memory  I  dedicate  this  dis- 
course, was  born  at  Red-Hook,  in  this  state,  on  the  9th  day  of  July^ 
1743.  Her  parents*  were  respectable  and  sincerely  pious;  and  by 
them  her  mind  was  early  trained  in  the  knowledge  of  God  and  of  His 
holy  religion.  She  was  gifted  by  nature  with  a  serene  and  amiable 
temperament,  which  by  the  power  of  the  Divine  Spirit  was  ripened 

*  Martin  Hoffman  and  Catharine  Rutgers, 


into  the  constant  exercise  of  all  those  Christian  graces,  that  peculiar- 
ly adorn  the  female  character.  At  the  age  of  23  she  was  married 
to  the  Rev.  Dr.  Archibald  Laidlie,*  one  of  the  early  ministers^ 
of  this  church.  The  memory  of  his  piety  and  learning,  in  all  things 
appertaining  to  the  doctrines  of  salvation  which  he  preached,  is 
yet  living  in  this  congregation,  to  whom,  during  the  period  of  his 
ministry,  he  "  shunned  not  to  declare  the  whole  counsel  of  God." 
Within  these  walls  he  stood  for  many  years,  the  herald  of  the  cross. 
Here  he  exhorted  the  heedless,  and  encouraged  the  feeble-minded : 
here  he  wrestled  with  the  Lord,  in  fervent  prayer,  for  a  blessing  on 
the  flock  entrusted  to  his  charge  :  and  here,  we  may  confidently  be- 
lieve, that  the  prayer  was  accepted,  and  the  blessing  descended  5 
and  that  many  a  perishing  soul  has  felt  the  power  of  truth,  as  its 
oracles  were  pronounced  from  his  lips.  Yes — we  may  confidently 
believe,  that  many  who  now  sleep  in  Jesus,  and  perhaps  some  who 
have  not  yet  departed,  who  were  here  first  awakened  from  the 
slumber  of  their  unregenerate  state,  by  the  trumpet  voice  of  that 
messenger  of  Christ,  will  form  a  part  of  his  crown  of  rejoicing,  in 
the  great  day  of  the  Lord 

In  his  private  intercourse,  his  manner  of  life  is  also  remembered. 
He  was  humble  without  pretence;  grave  without  severity;  willing 
10  acknowledge  his  own  infirmities,  and   to  cast  the  mantle  of 

*  "  The  Rev.  Archibald  Laidlie,  D.  D.  was  born  at  Kelso,  Scotland, 
in  1 720,  and  was  educated  at  the  University  of  Ediaburg.  He  was  set- 
tled in  1760,  in  a  church  at  Flushing,  Zealand,  and  in  1763  was  called 
to  the  care  of  the  Reformed  Dutch  Churches  in  Jfew-York,  ivhere  he  ar- 
rived in  1764.  He  was  the  first  minister  of  the  Dutch  Church  m  Amer- 
ica, who  officiated  in  the  English  language.  He  was  an  able  theologian; 
a  man  of  distinguished  talents,  of  respectable  learning,  and  of  ardent  piety. 
As  a  preacher,  he  was  evangelical,  powerful,  popular,  and  successful  to 
an  uncommon  degree ;  and  as  a  pastor,  indefatigably  faithful.  His  min- 
istry was  greatly  blessed  to  the  Dutch  Church  in  J^ew-York.  He  died 
at  Red  Hook  in  1778,  while  an  exile  from  the  city,  on  account  of  the 
revolutionary  war.  Probably  no  minister  ever  lived  in  Mew-  York,  more 
honored,  or  more  useful,  or  died  more  universally  regretted,  than  Doctor 
Laidlie.'" — Vide  Lord's  ed.  Lempriere's  Univ.  Biog.  and  Miller's  Life  of 
Rodg-ers. 
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charity  over  the  failings  of  others.     "  He  would  rejoice  with  those 
who  did  rejoice,  and  weep  with  those  who  wept." 

"  Paul's  love  of  Christ  and  steadiness  unbribed 
Were  copied  close  in  hira  and  well  transcribed ; 
He  follow'd  Paul — his  zeal  a  kindred  flame, 
His  apostolic  charity  the  same. 
Like  him  cross'd  cheerfully  tempestuous  seas, 
Forsaking  country,  kindred,  friends  and  ease ; 
Like  him  he  labour'd,  and,  like  him,  he  spent 
His  life  in  deeds  of  love  where'er  he  went." 

With  such  a  consort  as  her  friend  and  guide,  the  religious  views 
and  feelings  of  my  deceased  relative  were  necessarily  directed  and 
encouraged  in  the  path  of  duty.  It  is  now  forty-six  years  since  he 
went  from  among  this  people,  to  join  the  congregation  of  saints. 
During  the  whole  of  that  period,  his  surviving  partner  has  attended 
the  public  worship  of  God  in  this  house  of  Prayer,  and  communed 
at  the  table  of  her  Lord.  She  outlived  husband  and  children. 
The  shaft  of  the  destroyer  often  flew,  charged  with  the  message  of 
death  to  those  who  were  dearest  to  her  heart :  but  the  God  of  her 
youth  and  of  her  age  supported  her  under  every  trial.  Submissive 
under  all  the  dispensations  of  his  providence,  she  learned  "  in 
whatever  state  she  was,  therein  to  be  content."  With  the  liveliest 
and  fondest  affection  for  her  family,  she  proved  the  power  and  glo- 
ry of  divine  grace,  operating  on  her  feelings,  by  the  Christian  re- 
signation with  which  she  bowed  to  the  mandate  of  heaven.  The 
virtue  of  patience  was  admirably  exemplified  in  her  conduct 
through  the  whole  tenor  of  life.  As  in  youth  she  was  not  rash  nor 
irritable,  in  age  she  was  not  querulous  nor  peevish  There  is  a 
seeming  amiableness  of  character  allied  to  mental  weakness.  Such, 
however,  was  not  hers.  Her  mildness  controlled  those  who  looked 
up  to  her  as  a  parent,  and  led  them  by  the  cords  of  love.  On 
those,  whose  conceptions  of  religious  or  moral  duty  she  deemed 
materially  wrong,  she  ventured  no  sentence  of  condemnation,  but 
has  often  shed  for  their  sake  the  tear  of  pious  sorrow. 

The  charities  of  her  heart  extended  to  the  family  of  man.     She 
considered  every  individual  as  a  brother,  and  every  sincere  Chris- 


ir 

tlan,  however  lowly  in  life,  entitled  to  regard  and  attention.  Nor 
were  hers  only  the  virtues  which  moralists  class  as  passive.  Her 
benevolence  was  not  confined  to  abstract  sensibility,  or  inefficient 
sympathy.  Within  the  scope  of  her  powers,  she  was  ever  ready 
to  assist  a  suffering  fellow-creature.  Misery  never  pleaded  to  her 
in  vain.  She  passed  not  by  on  the  other  side,  when  Want  and  Sick- 
ness, cast  forth  on  the  highway  of  a  pitiless  world,  turned  towards 
her  an  imploring  eye.  The  widow  and  the  fatherless  did  not  breathe 
to  a  listless  ear  their  tale  of  sorrow,  when  they  appealed  to  her 
compassion. 

The  cause  of  Christianity,  and  the  interests  of  the  Church  with 
which  she  was  connected,  lay  near  her  heart ;  and  though  in  ad- 
vancing the  prosperity  of  Zion,  she  could  cast  in  but  the  "  widow's 
mite,"  her  advice  and  consolation  were  ever  extended  to  those  with- 
in the  walks  of  her  acquaintance ;  and  her  prayers  were  ever 
ascending  for  the  promotion  of  Christ's  spiritual  kingdom.  She  was 
diligent  in  business  as  she  was  "  fervent  in  spirit  serving  the  Lord." 
Her  maternal  anxiety  ceased  only  with  her  dying  prayers.  For 
those  connected  with  her  by  the  ties  of  blood  or  affection,  she  was 
willing  to  endure  cheerfully  every  privation  ;  and  thought  every  sa- 
crifice a  pleasure.  To  all,  in  any  wise  dependent  on  her,  she  was 
ever  kind  and  never  "  wearied  in  well-doing."  But  why  should  I 
proceed  ?  The  amiableness — the  resignation — the  patience— the 
charity — the  compassion — the  household  virtues  of  a  humble  Chris- 
tian's life,  are  not  suited  to  public  eulogy.  They  are  felt  in  the 
heart,  and  recorded  in  the  tears  of  the  mourner.  Yet  such  are  the 
qualities,  which  create,  around  those  who  possess  them,  an  atmos- 
phere of  pleasure  and  of  gratitude.  On  these,  domestic  happiness 
entirely  depends.  And,  let  me  add,  that  that  heavenly  spirit  which 
in  the  humble  walks  of  a  simple  Christian's  life,  is  incessant  in  deeds 
of  love  and  mercy,  is  the  same  with  that  which  has  inspired  on  a 
greater  theatre,  Apostles  and  Confessors,  and  Reformers  j— that  the 
spirit  which  in  private  life,  is  long  suffering  in  the  cause  of  Christ, 
forbearing  uoder  reproaches,  and  patient  in  its  lesser  trials,  has  sup- 
ported the  servants  of  God  through  pathless  deserts  and  over  stormy 
oceans  5 — has  upheld  the  missionary  of  the  cross,  among  ferocious 
savages ; — and  prompted  the  song  of  the  triumphant  martyr,  at  the 
stake  and  on  the  scaffold. 


It  was  the  same  spirit  which  enabled  her  to  triumph  over  death. 
As  her  last  hour  drew  nigh,  she  not  only  viewed  the  King  of  Ter- 
rors without  horror,  but  even  hailed  his  approach.  "  The  sting  of 
death  was  removed; — the  grave  was  the  portal  of  glory j — to  die 
was  gain.  At  this  solemn  moment,  she  was  favoured  with  the 
brightest  anticipations  of  triumphant  blessedness.  For  several  days 
she  was  slowly  dying  : — For  several  days  "  Death  was  changing  her 
countenance,  and  sending  her  away."  Her  weakness  became  ex- 
treme. The  power  of  speaking  left  her,  but  reason  remained  bright 
and  vigorous  to  the  last. — "  If,"  said  a  friend,  holding  her  dying 
hand,  and  desiring  to  know  whether  she  still  felt  the  peace  of  God 
in  her  heart,  and  if  her  soul  rested  firmly  on  the  merits  of  her  Sa- 
viour— "  If  you  are  happy,  though  you  cannot  speak,  press  my 
hand."  The  hand  was  feebly  pressed  : — and  that  feeble  pressure, 
louder  than  words,  declared — "  Even  in  the  agonies  of  death,  my 
soul  reposes  firmly  and  peacefully  on  Chiist  Jesus  my  Lord." 

The  serenity  of  heaven  beamed  from  her  countenance,  as  ^hefell 
asleep  in  Jesus, and  awoke  among  Apostles  and  Prophets  and  Saints 
in  the  Paradise  of  God!  O  death  where  then  was  thy  sting  }  Oh  I 
grave  where  was  thy  victory  ?  "  Blessed  are  the  dead  that  die  in  the 
Lord !  Even  so,  saiih  the  Spirit,  for  they  rest  from  their  labours." 

When  so  old  and  long  tried  a  servant  of  the  Lord  Jesus  goes  to 
the  narrow  house  appointed  for  all  living,  there  are  many  interesting 
reflections  which  suggest  themselves  to  the  mind.  Time  permits 
me  to  urge  but  a  few. 

To  you,  my  aged  Christian  Brethren,  upon  whose  honored  heads 
the  blossoms  of  the  grave  are  gathered, — the  departure  of  one  with 
whom  you  have  so  long  associated  in  the  delightful  performance  of 
religious  duty,  is  fraught  with  many  solemn,  yet  with  no  terrifying 
suggestions.  While  it  is  a  monition  that  the  hour  must  soon  arrive, 
and  may  be  even  now  at  hand,  when  you  must  bid  adieu  to  the  scenes 
on  which  you  have  so  long  been  accustomed  to  look,  and  the  child- 
ren's children  that  have  sprung  up  around  your  venerable  forms ; 
when  your  weary  limbs  must  rest  in  the  tomb,  and  your  spirits  re- 
turn unto  the  God  who  gave  them ; — yet  are  there  consolations  and 
hopes,  which  enable  you  to  await  the  moment  with  tranquillity  of 
soul.  Your  eyes  have  seen  the  salvation  which  is  offered  to  the  be- 
liever; and  each  of  you  may  exclaim  with  aged  Simeon — "Lord  ! 
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now  lettest  thou  thy  servant  depart  in  peace  !" — Fathers !  Mothers ! 
be  encouraged.  Yet  a  little  while,  and  that  God  who  softened  and 
sanc(ified  the  death-bed  of  Mary  Laidlie,  will  bring  yoa  also  to 
the  end  of  toils  and  sorrows,  and  hush  you  to  eternal  rest."  While 
your  good  names  remnin  upon  the  earth,  hallowed  and  embalmed 
in  the  memories  of  the  virtuous,  and  sacred  even  from  the  tongue  of 
malice, — your  spirits,  in  humble,  yet  confident  security,  may  present 
themselves  before  the  Throne  of  Mercy. 

Let  the  Trumpet  of  Judgment  sound !  With  the  promises  of  the 
Gospel  to  support  you — with  your  sins  washed  away  in  the  Blood 
of  the  Lamb — you  may  stand  before  the  hierarchy  of  Heaven,  and 
the  asserabit:'d  universe.  You  may  point  to  the  seal  of  the  everlast- 
ing covenant,  and  exclaim — "  Behold  in  what  I  have  trusted !" 

To  you,  raj!  younger  friends,  perhaps  some  of  the  circumstances, 
which  render  so  bitter  to  the  heart  the  death  of  a  pious  parent,  to 
which  I  alluded  in  the  former  part  of  my  discourse,  may  be  familiar 
from  your  own  experience.  If  any  there  be  wlio  are  now  sorrowing 
for  the  loss  of  a  beloved  Christian  parent,  I  would  entreat  them  to 
cherish  the  sacred  feelings,  which  by  the  blessing  of  the  Holy  Spirit 
— by  meditation  and  prayer,  and  pleading  with  God — may  emanate 
from  the  "  depths  of  distress." — I  would  conjure  them,  by  their  love 
for  that  departed  mother — by  their  contrition  for  having  in  any  wise 
neglected  her  counsels — by  her  example  and  her  image,  which  yet 
dwell  upon  their  mental  eye,  to  choose  "  Mary's  better  part,  which 
shall  never  be  taken  away  from  them  ;"  to  turn  with  their  whole 
heart  to  that  God  in  whom  she  trusted;  to  walk  in  the  path  in  which 
she  trod;  that  they  may  receive  the  crown  of  gloiy  which  she  ob- 
tained. 

If  there  be  any  whose  wounds  are  freshly  bleeding,  I  would  point 
to  them  the  consolations  which  are  yet  to  be  found  under  this  heavy 
bereavement  Death  comes  to  all  by  God's  appointment ;  as  says 
the  Apostle — "  No  man  should  be  moved  by  these  afflictions,  be- 
cause they  knew  that  to  them  they  were  appointed."  The  Father 
of  Mercies,  who  has  visited  you  with  this  affliction,  can  bind  up  the 
wounds  of  the  bleeding  heart,  and  can  restore  you,  hereafter,  to  an 
eternal  communion  with  her  whom  you  have  lost.  The  wanderer 
on  some  far  distant  shore,  yearns  for  the  presence  of  the  friends  of 
his  heart  Fancy  wings  the  flight  of  the  spirit  over  the  waste  of 
wateiSj  the  deserts,  and  the  mountains  that  intervene  between  hira 
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and  all  he  holds  most  dear.  Hope  looks  forward  to  the  hour  of  his 
return,  and  paints  the  joy  of  reunion.  So  you,  who  are  strangers 
and  pilgrims  upon  earth,  may  henceforth  look  up  to 


■  that  celestial  shore 


Where  tempests  never  beat  nor  billows  roar." 

There  is  the  spirit  of  your  redeemed  and  beatified  parent,  beckoning 
you  onward  to  the  haven  oT  eternal  peace !  And  will  not  you  seek 
to  be  there? — Oh  yes  :  — "  seek  and  you  shall  find  ; — knock,  and  it 
shall  be  opened  ;"  and  the  God  of  that  parent  will  be  your  Protector 
and  your  Friend.  You  may  derive  consolation  in  yet  fulfilling  the 
desires  of  your  departed  mother.  She  pointed  your  attention  to  all 
things  that  are  "  true — and  honest — and  just — and  pure — and  lovely 
■ — and  of  good  report."  Oh  !  then  beloved,  make  these  your  ob- 
jects ever — and  if  the  spirits  of  the  sainted  dead  are  permitted  to 
look  down  upon  this  our  earth,  and,  blessed  be  God!  we  know  not 
to  the  contrary,  reflect  in  the  performance  of  every  action, — how 
she  might  approve  or  condemn  it. — Behold  the  even  tenor  and  the 
placid  sunset  of  an  humble  Christian's  life.  The  sweet  odour  of 
their  good  name  survives  their  obsequies.  Seek  then,  to  live  like^ 
Ihem,  if  like  them  you  would  die,  and  like  them  be  remembered. 

"  So  live,  that  when  thy  summons  comes  to  join 
The  innumerable  company  that  goes 
To  the  pale  realms  of  shade,  where  each  must  take 
His  chamber  in  the  silent  halls  of  Death, 
Thou  go  not,  like  the  quarry  slave  at  nig-ht, 
Scourged  to  his  dungeon  ;  but,  sustain'd  and  sooth'd, 
With  an  unfaltering  trust,  approach  thy  grave, 
As  one  who  wraps  the  drapery  of  his  couch 
About  him,  and  lies  down  to  pleasant  dreams." 

Time-honoured  and  lamented  relative,  farewell !  God  grant  that 
thy  descendants,  though  at  humble  distance,  may  follow  thy  foot- 
steps in  the  narrow  path,  which  leads  onward  to  eternal  life! — 
Speak  from  thy  grave,  to  those  from  amongst  whom  thou  hast  de- 
parted ; — for  thy  memory  is  not  buried  in  thy  sepulchre.- — 

<'  Tell  them,  though  'tis  an  awful  thing  to  die, 
'Twas  even  to  thee — yet  the  dread  path  once  trod, 
Heaven  lifts  its  everlasting  portals  high. 
And  bids  the  pure  in  heart  behold  their  God ! 

Amen. 
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